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Program
La zingara Gaetano Donizetti
(1797-1848)
La pastorella delle Alpi Gioachino Rossini
(1792-1868)
La fioraia fiorentina Gioachino Rossini
I attempt from Love’s sickness Henry Purcell
(1659-1695)
What can we poor females do Henry Purcell






"Je dis que rien ne m’épouvante"  Georges Bizet
(1838-1875)from Carmen
Liebst du um Schönheit Gustav Mahler
(1860-1911)
Frühlingsmorgen Gustav Mahler
Wer hat dies Liedlein erdacht? Gustav Mahler
This recital is in fulfillment of the degree B.M. in Performance.
Ava Dunton is from the studio of Patrice Pastore.
Translations
La zingara
La zingara! La zingara! The gypsy-girl! The gypsy-girl!
Fra l'erbe cosparse di rorido gelo, On the grass sprinkled with frozen dew,
coverta dal solo gran manto del cielo, covered by only the large mantle of the
   sky,   
mia madre esultando la vita mi diè! my mother, rejoicing, gave life to me!
Fanciulla, sui greppi le capre emulai, A young girl, on the cliffs I emulated the
   goats,   
per ville e cittadi cresciuta danzai; through towns and cities, I grew up, I
   danced;   
le dame lor palme distesero a me! the ladies extended their palms to me!
La ra la, la zingara! La ra la, the gypsy-girl!
Io loro predisi le cose non nate, I would predict for them the things not
   noticed,   
ne feci dolenti, ne feci beate; some I made sad, some I made happy;
segreti conobi di sdegno e d'amor! I knew secrets of anger and love!
La ra la, la zingara! La ra la, the gypsy-girl!
Un giorno la mano mi porse un donzello, One day the hand offered to me a squire,
mai visto non fummi garzone più bello! I had never seen a more handsome boy!
Oh s'ei nella destra leggese mi il cor! Oh, if only he, like a gypsy, would read to
   me from my right hand the future
   of my heart!   
La ra la, la zingara! La ra la, the gypsy-girl!
La pastorella delle Alpi
Son bella pastorella, I am the pretty shepherdess,
Che scende ogni mattino,  That descends every morning,
Ed offre un cestellino  And offers a little basket
di fresche frutta e fior. of fresh fruit and flowers.
Chi viene al primo albore Whoever comes at the first dawn
Avrà vezzose rose Will have charming roses 
e poma rugiadose, and dewy apples,
Venite al mio giardin, Come to my garden,
Ah, ahu! Ah, ahu!
Chi del notturno orrore, Whoever in the night’s horror
smarrì la buona via, loses the good path,
Alla campana mia At the hut of mine
Ritroverà il cammin. Will again find the way. 
Venite o passaggiero, Come, oh traveler,
La pastorella è qua The shepherdess is here
Ma il fior sel suo pensiero But the flower of her thought
Ad uno solo darà! She will give to one alone!
Ah, ahu! Ah, ahu!
La fioraia fiorentina
I più bei fior comprate, The most beautiful flowers are bought,
fanciulle amanti e spose: by amorous young men and spouses:
son fresche le mie rose, my roses are fresh,
non spiran che l’amor. No! and will not die like love. No!
Ahimè! Soccorso implora Alas! She implores my help
mia madre, poveretta, my mother, poor thing,
e da me sola aspetta and from only me she waits
del pan e non dell’or. for bread and not for gold. 
Ahimè! Ah! Alas! Ah!
Mandoline
Le donneurs de sérénades The givers of serenades
Et les belles écouteuses And the beautiful listeners
Échangent des propos fades Exchange small talk
Sous le ramures chanteuses. Under the singing branches.
C’est Tircis et c’est Aminte There is Thyrsis and there is Amyntas
Et c’est l’éternel Clitandre, And there is the eternal Clytander,
Et c’est Damis qui pour mainte Cruelle And there is Damis who for many cruel
   women 
Fait maint vers tendre. Writes many tender verses.
Leurs courtes vestes de soie, Their short jackets of silk,
Leurs longues robes à queues, Their long dress with tails,
Leur élégance, leur joie Their elegance, their joy
Et leurs molles ombres bleues And their soft blue shadows
Tourbillonnent dans l’extase Swirl in the ecstasy
D’une lune rose et grise, Of a pink and grey moon,
Et la mandoline jase And the mandolin chatters
Parmi les frissons de brise. Among the shivers of the breeze.
Je dis que rien ne m'épouvante
C’est des contrebandiers le refuge This is the smugglers’ usual refuge.
   ordinare.
Il est ici; je le verrai, He is here; I will see him,
Et le devoir que m’imposa sa mère And the duty that his mother imposed on
   me
Sans trembler je l’accomplirai. Without trembling, I will accomplish it.
Je dis que rien ne m’épouvante, I say that nothing frightens me,
Je dis, hélas, que je réponds de moi; I say, alas, that I answer for myself;
Mais j’ai beau faire la vaillante, I have played the valiant one well,
Au fond du cœur je meurs d’effroi! But at the bottom of my heart I die of fear!
Seule, en ce lieu sauvage, Toute seule j’ai Alone, all alone in this savage place, I am
   peur,    afraid, 
mais j’ai tort d’avoir peur; but I am wrong to be afraid;
Vous me donnerez du courage, You will give me courage,
Vous me protégerez, Seigneur! You will protect me, Lord!
Je vais voir de près cette femme, I will see this woman up close,
Dont les artifices maudits Whose cursed tricks
Ont fini par faire un infâme Have ended by making an infamous man
De celui que j’aimais jadis! Of the one that I loved long ago!
Elle est dangereuse...elle est belle! She is dangerous...she is beautiful!
Mais je ne veux pas avoir peur! But I do not want to be afraid!
Je parlerai haut devant elle...ah! I will speak up in front of her...ah!
Seigneur vous me protégerez. Lord, you will protect me.
Protégez-moi! O Seigneur! Protect me! Oh, Lord!
Donnez-moi du courage! Give me the courage!
Liebst du um Schönheit
Liebst du um Schönheit, If you love for beauty,
o nicht mich liebe! oh, do not love me!
Liebe die Sonne, Love the sun,
sie trägt ein gold’nes Haar! she has golden hair!
Liebst du um Jugend, If you love for youth,
o nicht mich liebe! oh, do not love me!
Liebe den Frühling, Love the spring,
der jung ist jedes Jahr! who is young every year!
Liebst du um Schätze, If you love for treasures,
o nicht mich liebe! oh, do not love me!
Liebe die Meerfrau, Love the mermaid,
sie hat viel Perlen klar! she has a lot of shiny pearls!
Liebst du um Liebe, If you love for love,
o ja, mich liebe! oh yes, love me!
Liebe mich immer, Love me always,
dich lieb’ ich immerdar! I love you forever!
Frühlingsmorgen
Es klopt an das Fenster der Lindenbaum The linden tree taps at the window
mit Zweigen blüten behangen: with flower-covered branches:
Steh’ auf! Steh’ auf! Get up! Get up!
Was liegst du im Traum? Why lie you in dream?
Die Sonn’ ist aufgegangen! The sun has risen!
Steh’ auf! Steh’ auf! Get up! Get up!
Die Lerche ist wach, die Büsche weh’n! The lark is awake, the bushes sway!
Die Bienen summen und Käfer! The bees are buzzing and the beetles!
Steh’ auf! Steh’ auf! Get up! Get up!
Und dein munteres Lieb’ hab’ ich auch And I have already seen your lively love.
   schon geseh’n.
Steh’ auf, Langschläfer! Get up, late-sleeper!
Langschläfer, steh’ auf! Late-sleeper, get up!
Steh’ auf! Steh’ auf! Get up! Get up!
Wer hat dies Liedlein erdacht?
Dort oben am Berg in dem hohen Haus! Up there on the mountain in the high
   house!
In dem Haus! In the house!
Da gucket ein fein’s, lieb’s Mädel heraus! A fine, dear girl looks out!
Es ist nicht dort daheime! She is not from there!
Es ist des Wirts sein Töchterlein! She is the innkeeper’s daughter!
Es wohnet auf grüner Haide! She lives on the green field!
Mein Herzle ist wund! My heart is sore!
Komm, Schätzel, mach’s g’sund! Come, treasure, make it well!
Dein’ schwarzbraune äuglein, Your dark brown eyes,
die hab’n mich verwund’t! they have wounded me!
Dein rosiger Mund macht Herzen gesund, Your rosy mouth makes hearts healthy,
macht Jugend verständig, makes youths sensible,
macht Tote lebendig, makes the dead alive,
macht Kranke gesund, ja, gesund. makes the sick healthy, yes, healthy.
Wer hat denn das schön schöne Leidlein Who, then, has thought up this pretty,
   erdacht?    pretty little song?
Es haben’s drei Gäns übers Wasser Three geese have brought it over the
   gebracht!    water!
Zwei graue und eine weiße! Two gray and one white!
Und wer das Leidlein nicht singen kann, And whoever cannot sing the little song,
dem wollen sie es pfeifen! Ja! they will whistle it to him! Yes!
